178               THE RKTURXLD TRAVELLER

three weeks, 1 thought, I shall be once more a Returned
Traveller, and I recalled with a horrible clarity the incon-
veniences of that position.

At first you rather enjoy it. It seems after all, when you
come to put your experiences into words, that your journey
was not so uneventful as you had thought. There is really a
great deal to tell, and you enjoy telling it, the first time. In
your narrative the longueurs are left out, the contretemps
acquire dramatic value, disappointments and disasters lose
their power to rankle and become merely good jokes at your
own expense. Your family and your closest friends make
sensible and appreciative audiences; it is not until you have
been back perhaps a week that your slock of travellers' talcs
become a burden of which you would willingly be rid.

Its market value remains high: much too high.   It is true
that people appear anxious to hear what you saw and did,
But how much of their curiosity is mere politeness? You be-
come morbidly obsessed with the fear of being a bore; and in
a very short time you are one,, to yourself. The recital of your
experiences,, which you now find so distasteful and oppressive,
must surely irk your listeners too?  Inevitably it has crystal-
lised into a series of set pieces; those happy phrases which you
coined in the first flush of homecoming adorn it still, un-
welcome, stale* but serviceable relics, like the Christmas cake
which haunts the tea-table far into January. With, a cold and
growing horror you listen to your own voice parading this
redundant sequence of well-chosen images and epithets which
have long lost their spontaneity and, with their spontaneity,
the justification for their choice. In your own eyes you stand
convicted as a cheapjacL

But there is no escape. You have to go on hawking your
wares. You are caught between the Scylla of garrulity and the
Charybdis of reticence; you must make up your mind whether
it is better to be known for an active or a passive bore, for you
" cannot shun the reproach of being tedious by being tongue-
tied. If you respond to the Desdemona-like importunacy of